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With a book in your hands half-held
And the words you met half-way,
Your pupils flash, fulfilled
With a faith no years can betray.

I imagine all visions, all

In your deep, world-filming eyes,

Murdered, blinded by gall,

Blinding vitriol flies,

O enters tide pupil to kill

The sailing galaxies.

Are you the victim of

Those couplers, Venus and Mars,

Stretched, to serve their love,

Bound to the wheel of the stars ?

Heaven's axle whirling above

Is plunged in the temple, the hero's*

Who laid the mechanical trap ?
Necessity, not God.
Now on a mother's lap
Must the child pure milk had fed
Sucked from a sacred pap,
Renounce all imagined good.

* All things' and 'Nothing' become

V

Two fates you juggle with,
Balls that dance on a plume
Till a bullet snaps the myth ;
But grief > grief is the sum,
Grief at mechanical death.